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TO 



P. WRENCH, Esq. 



My dear Sir, 

It is with the greatest pleasure I dedicate to you a 
Farce, the success of which is so much to be attributed 
to your exertions. Accept my meat hearty thanks for 
your inimitable performance of the principal character in 
this piece, as well as for the kind attention you have paid 
to my previous productions, and the pains you have taken 
to render them acceptable to the public- 

I remain, dear Sir, 

Yours very truly, 

JOHN OXENFOED. 



lU f John Stnrvl, litxiford llo*. . 




DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Mr. Cotton ( an eminent ho»ier , and old gentleman) Mm. BicxwrrT. 

Bolt (A h /annum, quit* a gentleman) Mm Wukck. 

Miwlo (hU apjtmttee, wishing to be a gentleman) ... Mm. 0*„r.MnY. 

Mr. Cutaway (an aJoenhrrou, gentleman) Mm. Hiixxiva. 

■Smth Newgate (no gentleman) Mm. Rome*. 

Peter Prig (an ex-foreman, lik&out no gentleman)... Mm. Naxpers. 

Come!, man Mm. Irelaxp. 

Wflftcr Mm. Lkwm. 

Mi»r. Harriet Cotton (an adtenturma lady) Mm Shaw. 

Mr«. Stltcblry (c* old lady) Mm*. Expex. 

Brown (her bosom friend — a middle -aged lady) Mr*. F. MLATTifx W8. 

Mr*. Chmrgvly (a leuejicent lady) .. Mm Rom:x*ox. 

Bridget (a lady', lady) Mm Jacksok. 




A DAY WELL SPENT. 



SCENE I. 

0 

A Room in Cotton'* Iwtue; — an open door in c. fiat. 
Enter Co rroN, with a letter. 

Cot. Prorokingl to leave mr rhop all tUv for the sake 

° n i| th “ °u , --‘ ha ‘ Should be re- 

^‘7*. 40 rjdl on him »“»ot but he u r. rich relation, 
and I hare great expectation* from him; and mr fore- 

man. Bolt, and apprentice MUrJe, are quite fit Person* 
with whom to entrust mv »ho P . Egad, to make all the 
naughty apprentices look on those two young men would 

A" insight r 1 " " K ° iDS ‘° ** G,,0r8C D ‘ rnwc ' 1 0,1 

„ „ „ , Enttr Cutaway, c. d. 

Hum «h • ° . n ? 0B * i " tho » ho P I ha > hal —(Ande.) 
geod^ ? ” here — H*'e you anything to ell, old 

sh^)°for? f COU ” e 1 ^ 1 ,7hat d ° ) 0U think 1 >«*¥ 8 

, „ • H *? 118 1 right I to be sure— what the devil else 

should you keep a nhup for ? 

Cot. (slside ^ Puppy * 

Cut. But, old gentleman ! a young lady used to sene 
in that ihop — the w not ill, 1 hope ? 

Cot. No, sir ; on the contrary, my daughter U quite 

w cu7 c ^ for yo " in tb ° wa y ° r ? 

talfa .'ti^ i] ? h t ,U mu,t bo lhc old the 

thlT uU *T H a ' - vou 8re l, “-‘ commander-in-chief of 

mis concern, hey r 
Cor. Probably I am, Mr. Cutaway. 

it i,7n K CU ^ WAy 1 y0 “ 1 kno,r me ’ th « n ? What a thing 

iniLwH , f ' lm ° UJ ' Kn , 0,v mo ’ wd yet you wore never 
introduced to me, to my knowledge. 

Cot. Oh dear no; I o*cd to ice you through the 

n 
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door of my parlour, and I intercepted certain letters 
to my daughter. I saw your name, and I inquired into 
your connexion, — and saw no reason why l should not — 
cut the connexion. 

Cur. Vary cutting, indeed, He’s a sharp blade. Ha, 
ha ! droll ! funny I ha, ha l 

Cot. Happy to find 1 can please you, sir; I thus 
return good for evil, since you by no means please me. 

Cut. Is there any way to please you ? 

Cot. Oh, certainly j the way to please me lies through 
yonder door t you can't think how prettily that door U 
i -in ted on the outside. As for my daughter, sit , — 1 keep 
her present abod< a secret. 

Enirr Roy, L. 

Boy. Please, sir, your sister sent me to say that she, with 
vour daughter, has been oblige! to move to No. 19 , 
Moonlight Street, owing to o/cumstanccs of the most 
peculiar nature. 

Cut. Ha, ha, ha I a most profound secret I Good 
by, commander-in -chief ! next time you have a secret, 
mind you don’t tell it by proxy. (Kri/, c. D.) 

Cot. otupid jack nnaj >es ! you must open your damned 
mouth so wide as to let the cat jump out ! (Exit Boy, l.) 
— A connexion ot which I do not in the least approve ; — 
but — oh, those fellows are at breakfast — Bolt ! Mixzlc ! 

Enter Bolt and Mizzle, r. 

Bolt. Yes, sir. 

Cot. Listen ! — pressing business obliges me to be 
absent till late to-night; 1 leave the shop to your care. 

Bolt. Thank'e, sir. 

Mil. For your confidence, sir. 

Cot. Which I know i.% not misplaced. (Bolt and 
Mizzle bov.) — On no account leave the premises. 

Bolt. Now, my dear sir, was nut that request super- 
fluous ? 

Mix. Of course, sir, without leave, we should never 
leave the shop. 

Cot. You will excuse my mentioning it, however. All 
foremen and apprentices are* — alas I not like you. Then* 
are several very wicked foremen and apprentice* in the* 
world. 

Bolt. Ah, I have beard so — I have read so— but 
never met any. 
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Mn. No ; Bolt and I ait very particular with whom 

wc associate : evil communication*, you know, sir 

Cot . Right I Very correct, indeed. Robert Mixilc, 
“ Jf® tt Mociate with iueh us Charles Bolt, you 

will doubtless At length rcnch an debated post. 

Mu. Elevated poet ! I wonder if ho mean* 

the gallows ? 



Bolt. You Hatter me, air— you flatter me. I discharge 
iny duty, sir, nothing else ; — to be sure, taking care of 
the moral* of thi* young man— — — 

Cot. I. # hcarv charge ;—l un aware of it. But I 
mu«t go. Farewell, Bolt ! Good by, Mizzle 1 Excel- 
lent neatly creature. I Oh, were all like them, the 
tragedy of George Barnwell would never have been 

Wr £ cn ’ it i . (JErft, l. H .) 

Bolt. Ha, ha, ha I why don’t you laugh, Mizzle ? 

Mu. Because I don't see any joke. 

Bolt. Then look ut me— I’m a perpetual joke !— 1’m 
all point, like a porcupine— all fire, like a poet* heart, 
ami light a* hi* breech* pocket. Old Cotton ho* gone 
out all day — ha, ha I don t you take? don’t you twig ? 
A n t you fly ? A ’n’t you awake ? 7 8 

Miz. Ye*, I’m awake, but I don’t see. 

Bolt. We are to mind the .hop, arc we ? I nay never 
mind it — let a go out. 

Miz. Nonsense I you know moater and wc arc like a 
man and woman in a weather-house -when one goo* out 
tbc other stays nt home. 

Bolt. And so, when the old man’* back i* turned, we 

arc to shew our head, arc turned, by stopping in the shop 

all day -selling check’d neck-handkerchiefs and babv’s 

n-d stocking. ? Not we 1-we'll go out and have .omc 
fun, Bobby. 

Mu. No, no ! it wont do ; we must take care of the 
■hop* 

Bolt. Now look ye,— -how doe* master take care of hit 
money ? 



Mu. By locking it up. 

Bolt. Then that’* the way well take care of the shop 

JLr **** floor, and you ahull shut the shutter*. 

Mix. Oh. come, come 1 I sha n't go, nor you .ha n’t, 
either. It wont do, Charley ; better be boxed here, than 
get in the wrong box. 

Bolt. Well, I’ve made up my mind ; the next job i* 
to make up my body : I must dress. 
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Mix. Well, you may enjoy your own 
«uit day, and line weather to you, and 
turn ; — I shaVt go. 

Bolt. You hare no grandeur of ioul 
fun. 



holiday. Plea- 
a prosperous re- 

— you don't love 



Miz. Come, don’t say that ; damn it, I live 
--he, he !— ;you know I do. Give us your hand, 
i 11 go . On dear, a day's pleasure ! 

Bolt. You'll go, will you ? 

Ml*. Give ua your hand. 

Bolt. (Take, h„ hand.) Here’* off for fun, thon I 

(Exeunt, k.) 



upon fun 
Charley. 



SCENE II. 

Street— A porch projecting from flat ; on the door is a plate 
, tended, “ Mr,. StitchUg, d re,, -maker .” 

JSntcr Cutaway , followed by Harriet, i„h. 1 e. 

Cut. This wny, this way, charming Harriet ; your aunt 
Jim not rawed yon yet ; but .he .oon will ; she l* now so 
UJccn up with her ribbon, and beautiful purchase*, that 
she w thinking but little of her beautiful niucc. 

Hap. But this step — 

i« flight Slands beforc y0UT prUon door — y° ur on, y «tep 

Hail A flight of steps, each one more imprudent than 
the last. And what awaits me on my descent ? 

Cut. Love, who will be your guide ? 

Har. A pretty guide— he i« blind himself. 

Cut. True, but there is no rcsi.Ung him. Love is a 
torrent and hi* blindness is a cataract. Come, come 1 
the banns have been put up for the last month, at Croy- 
don Church — the ring is in my waistcoat pocket I’ve 

appointed a father to give you away. 

Har. Father? I haven’t »ecn him. 

Cut. Probably not, for though a father, he is not yet 
ap/wrerif. All is right ; — away ! fly I when they sav love 
is blind, the)’ only mean he closes his eyes to transgres- 
sions like ours. (Exeunt,**.) 

renter Bolt amt Mizzle, smartly dressed, L. H. 

Bolt. Well, here wc arc-— out I 
Mi*. Yes, out in our reckoning, may be. 

Bolt. And don’t I look well ? AVt I the thing? No- 
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thing like the shop, eh ? Nothing against me ? — nothing 
counter ? 

Mix. No, we have sunk tlio shop, with a vengeance ! 
Hatchment, the undertaker, will be calling to know if 
master's dead. 



Bolt. Well, but where shall we go ? 

Miz. I’m afiaid we’ve gone too far already. 

Bolt. Zounds ! man, don’t k^ep watering my spirit* 
in that wav ; and don’t rtull down the corners of your 
mouth, and make it look like a horseshoe on its lags. 
Laugh at our setting out, at least* 

Mix. Ha 1 ha I ha I 1 will, for I’m thinking there will 
be devilish little chance of laughing when we return. Eli 
— wlut’s that ? ( Isooking off J k.h,) 

Bolt. What are you stariug at now? 

Mix. Don't you see something like oil old man ? 

Bolt. Lord bless you, Bobby ! it’s the young women 
I always look nt, not the old men. 

Miz. That old rnan may look at you, notwithstanding. 
Oh I lie draws nearor. — Oh, the devil ! it’s the old gen- 
tleman — master, I mean. 

Bolt. Eh, that’s the hat ; — his castor's an unlucky 
star ; — those are his unmentionables. We’ll turn down 
the next street. 



Mix. But this damned street has no turning for tin* 
next quarter of a mile ! Confound it ! you must be so 
fond of enjoying yourself. 

Bolt. Wc’U run. 

Miz. And attract his attention : a tallish man and a 
short one. 

Bolt. (Knocking at door , y.L.) Then we’ll caII on 
Mrs. Stitcblcy. Y«, that’s the name on the plate. 

Mix. We don’t know her; who the deuce knows Mrs. 
Stitchley ? 

Bolt. No matter ; he mustn't pas* us. Egad, he’s 
just here ! (Kntrck* again ; door opera; they run in ; — 
juit as door in cloning, Cotton runt acrou from il to l. 



SCENE III. 

Room at Mhs. Stitciilfy’s. 

Enter Servant, l.h followed by Bolt and Mizzle. 

Serv. This way, gentlemen ; my mistress will sec you 
in a minute. ‘ (Exit, r.h.) 




6 



A DAY WELL SPENT. 



Bolt. Well, here is a new feature 

Mix. ^ e«, like a broken nose — a very irregular feature. 
What ore we to a ay ? 

Bolt. Our wit# will inspire us. 

Mir. Wits ! I've no wiU, nor you cither, or you 
wouldn't have advised this blessed expedition. 

Enter Mrs. Stitchley and Servant, r.h. Servant 

exits, l. 

Mrs. 8. Good morning, , gentlemen. 

Bolt and 'Mizzle. Good morning 1— Good morning l 

.'Irs. 8. May 1 ask the cause of this vi*.it? 

Mir. (Aside.) Ah ! that's the devil of it. 

Bolt. Cause — nh — madam, tlio cause is the reason, 
ma am— Ahem! and the reason is the cause. — (.<4 side.) 
She must have a customer named Smith. You doubtless 
know — Miss Smith ? 

Mrs. 8. No, sir ! I have not that honour. 

Mir. (Aside.) Of course not; everything goes wrong 
to^diy • 

Dolt. (Aside.) Smith wout do — I'll try Drown. 
Miss Drown, madam, you know ? 

Mbs. S. On dear, yea I Miaa Drown ia one of my bent 
customers. J 

Bolt. Ha ! ha 1 Bobby, the lady and I understand 
each other now, don’t we? (Nudges hi * ?.) 

Mr*. S. (Aside.) What odd person* !— Yea, sir: but 
Miss Brown ? 

Dolt. True, true ! about Mias Drown. There is n 
little account — 

Mrs. S. Oh ! between me and Miss Brown ? (Aside.) 

He is a gentlemanly young fellow, after all. 

Bolt. 1, madam, will settle that account. 

Mir. (Aside.) He’ll settle himself if he doc* ; he must 
be flush to-day. 

Mr*. S. I II send my servant for a stamp directly, sir. 

Bolt. Don’t hurry yourself, ma’am ; Ml settle it to- 
morrow. That’s what 1 called for,— to tell you I’d settle 
it to-morrow. 

Mrs. S. Oh h h I — (Aside.) There’s a great vul- 
garity about ‘him. 

Bolt. I’ve nothing more to say. Good morning, 
ma am nothing.— (Aside.) Besides, the old man must 
be a mile off by this time. 

Miz. Good by, ma’am.— (Aside.) I say, Bolt, I vote 
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we go back to the »hop ; this may be a prelude to some- 
tiling further. 

Mna. 8. But one thing more. Miss Brown is an inti- 
mate friend of mine, as well ns a customer — now I don't 
think I ever saw you before 1 

Bolt. Very likely not, ma'am. 

Miz. It is exceedingly probable. 

Bolt. The fact is — ahem I — the facts arc these : there 
is no such person nn Miss Brown ; Miss Brown has ceased 
to be Miss Brown— ami I'm a hnppy man. 

Mas. 8. What ! do you mean that Miss Brown is mar- 
ried, and that you are 

Holt. Precuely j I gee .lie lias not disclosed the tender 
secret. 

Mix. (Aside.) Ha, ha I it is funny, after all. 

Bolt. Miss Brown, you ice, is now Mrs. Steele. Yes 

my name is Steele, and this gentleman's name is Addi- 
son. 

Miz. Yes, ma'am, my name is Moddison— Ha, ha, bu ! 

Enter Servant, l. h. 

Sbrv. Miss Brown, ma'am. (Exit, l.) 

Bolt. The devil ! oh I he, he 1 the tender creature ! 
Confusion I Petrifaction ! 

Miz. ( fVhupering .) I say, Charley— how d’ye like that ? 
Bother your long-winded stories 1 — Oh ! 

Enter Miss Brown, l. if. 

Bolt, (w^nrie.) Not remarkably' handsome, either. 

Mrs. S. How d’ye do, Mies Brown ? — I bee pardon 
Mrs. Steele, I mean. 

Miss B. Mrs. Steele I what d'ye mean ? 

Miz. (Atidc.) Ah, she wont swallow it— she’s not soft 
steel. 

Bolt. Well, anything to get off. Good by, ladies,— 
good by. 

Mrs. 8. AVhat an ungallant husband ! 

Miss B. Husband ? 

Mrs. S. \os, yes, Mrs. Steele; that gentleman, Mr. 
Meele, has confessed all. You sly creature. 

Bolt. Yea, yes J — good by ! You may settle this dis- 
cussion among yourselves. 

Mrs. 8. Yes, yes I this gentleman told me he was vour 
husband. 

Miz. True, mada* » ; stick to that. He told vou so; 
mind, I had nothing *o do with it. 
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Miag B. ( A fide .) It may be an eccentric method of 
making an offer. He is not bad looking, and opportunities 
are — alas ! — not too frequent. I'll humour it. — And mo 
my dear Steelo’s confess'd ? 

Bolt. Ho, 1m, ha 1 Yea. — (Aside) Dear Steele ! She 
jumpa at it. — I’m magnetic steel. (IV hisper) I toy, what’s 
the meaning of thia ? 

Miz. Don’t aak me ; you’ro the man of talent — I know 
the meaning of nothing. 

Mian B. Oh, you naughty man t when you 10 faithfully 
promised to keep it a secret. 

Bolt. Well, os 1 said before, wo rauat go. Farewell, 
my lo — o — ve! 

Miz. farewell, Mra. Steele. — (Aside.) Be divorced as 
soon as possible, Charley. 

Miss 13. But, my dearcat, where are you going? 

Miz. (Aside.) To the devil, and taking me for company. 

Bolt. Oh, for a holiday ; jmt to get rid, 1m, ha ! of a 
few loose sovereigns* 

. Mibs B. Are you, indeed? Then I’ll accompany you. 
— Now don’t look sulky. Steele ; you know I will — posi- 
tively I will. * ' 

Bolt. Well, my dear, if you will, I — heigho ! — suppose 
you must 

Miz. {Aside to Bolt/) I cay, Bolt, that lady belongs 
to you, you know ; if we've any refreshment, you pay the 
heads — we don’t go halves. 

(Miss B. and Mrs. S. have been conversing apart.) 

Mrs. S. Oh, I should be charmed — delighted ! 

Miss B. Here is my bosom friend, Mrs. Stitchley, says 
she would like to be of the party. This little gentleman 
will be a nice beau for her. 

Bolt. (FVhUpers.) I say, Bob — we shall go halves. 

Mihs B. Lend me your arm, sir. lVe [ married folk* 
lead the way. Two hearts lead. 

Mrs. S. Yes, my littlo gentleman, we can’t do better 
than follow suit. 

Miz. Oh, we’re a couple of trumps. I wish I could 
cut out of this game. ( Exextnt , two and two.) 
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SCENE IV. 

(// Room at an Inn — A window open, with balcony, a iUlU 
toj-the R. in fluty — A large screen, folded up and leaning 
against the flat — The only entrance it by a door m set wing 
l. 2 K. — tables and chairs — Waiter discovered busied 
about.) 

Enter Harriet and Cutaway, l. 

Cut. Most unlucky ! Hvmon ha j extinguished his link 
for the day, and here wo are yet unlinked— too Late for 
tho parson. 

Hah. Shocking, indeed ; to say nothing of the impro- 
priety of my thus running about with you. 

Cut. True; wc arc like odd glove#— a couple unpaired. 
No matter ; to-morrow will unite us for ever. This house 
has a hopeful name — •« The Anchor.” 

IIar. The anchor ! the very house my aunt was to have 
brought me to, to send to Mrs. ChorgelyV My place is 
booked here for that purpose. 

Cut* «No matter; some one. else con represent you. 
The coach is unlike my heart — it can just admit another. 
Waiter ! — shew us into a private room. 

Waiter. Yes, sir ; this way. — James, conduct the lady 
to the blue parlour. 

Cut. Blue ! another omen — emblem of constancy. 
IIar. Single, another day ! what a misfortune I 

(j Exeunt, u.) 

Waiter. Hollo, James I James I bustle about : four 
more on the stairs ! — shew them in here ; all the other 
rooms are full. What a house we have to-day. 

Enter Bolt, Mizzle, Miss B., and Mrs. S., l. h. d. 

Bolt. Sit down, lame*, — sit down. 

Miss B. What a charming place I 
Mrs. S. Yes, but any place would be charming in such 
company. 

( The ladies sit at table, r.) 

s 

Miss B. (Aside.) If he is only playing tricks I'll be 
even with him. — My dear Steele, you have forgotten your 
gallantry ; don’t you ask us to take any refreshments? 

Miz. (Aside.) There they begin already I I thought 
they looked like appetites. — Here, "Waiter I 
Waiter. Yes, sir. 
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, Fo " r bre * d an ' 1 eh«*c», and a pint of stout— 

(sfttde.) Egad, they shan't ruin us. 

MjJsLS 10 VCr} ’ tMng ' 1 d ° te “ P ° n * to0t ’ * Ild » does 

^ “ J ,. dcttr ’ 1 10 “ nothin S *° plebeian ; if. 
taking away one s character to «ar so. 

Mbs. S. And I faint at the sm'cll of cheese. 

Miz. Waiter! 

Wsjtrr. Yes, sir. 

isr ’**" f " ,hc “■* “ d b ““' 

®? LT# ^ xact ^y * —only a pint of stout. 

a SU l 1 u Kave y° u nothin ff but b “*d and butter 

md cheese m the house ? 

Bolt. lie. vc you pot any onions ? 

Mfss B. Have you no poultry ? 

Bolt. (A tide.) Poultry I what pretty chickens ! 

> Ai7£». A couple of fowls arc roasting for my master's 

them 1 * 1 h ° WCVCr ’ " e tr U be raosl bappy to let you have 

Mim D. Well, send them up instantly, with a bottle of 
your best sherry. (Exit Wanna.)— You know, Steele, 
your loose sovereigns will cover all expenses. 

got? T ' 7 Hcrc ’ Uobby ’ how much hftve y° u 
Miz. llaif-a-crown ; ami you ? 

JST: 5 igh *f n /P en “ 1 0h — h— h ! that looks verv 

unlike fowl* and sherry. 

, But you , muj,t ^ » d d bounceable with your 

Iooac sovereign* ! : 

tir^d 14 * B ' >r> Jear ’ W0Dt y0U ,k down ? — y° u must be 

^ell— CM 1 dCU, “ “* ,n 11 pubUc and then 

i™ 0 * bclt plan ; only you be orat °r. 
ihe ladies look rather fierce. 

Bolt. A—hem I— you see, ladica— that you per- 

“' V ^ hcm ' - J ou mu *‘ be aware -you cannot be 
ignorant — ahem I 

Miss B. My dear Steele, what is the matter ? 

aS-Jf 5 °“ ^ *“■ ■■ <•» 
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Enter Waiter, l2l 

Waiter. I am sorry to intrude, ladies and gentlemen, 
but have you any objection to a gentleman dining in this 
room ? 

Bolt. Not in the least ! — You may give him our dinner, 
if your larder is scanty. 

Miss B. My dear ! 

Mix. Yes, and flic bottle of wine into the br.rgain. 

Bolt and Mi xzle go up. 

Mrs. S. Hoity toity I Certainly not ! — and. Waiter, I 
hate dining in public ; I insist on that screen being put up. 

Waiter. To be sure. ( Putting up terem to as to divide 
room in two, then arranging a email table and chair on the 
tide next the door.) — Your fowls arc done brown, ladies. 

Mix. (jdsxde.) Done brown ? Yes, and so are we done 
brown — by Miss Brown, too I 

Enter 2nd Waiter and Cotton l. 2 e. 

2nd Waiter. Here, sir; there is a party the other side 
of the screen ; our inn is so full, sir. 

Cot. No mntter; this will do. ( Siti at small table.) 
Bring up some cold meat directly, and the paper. 

(Exeunt beth WaiTRRS, L. 2 K.) 

Mix. Stay, I've a thought I — there may be an Irish 
cousin, or naval officer, there. I’ll peep through. (Looks 
through crevice of screen.) — Oh — 

Bolt. Ladies, what I have to say is 

Miz. (Whispers.) Hold your tongue ! you don’t know 
who is on the other side. 

Bolt. No, nor don't care, if it is the devil. 

Miz. But it is worse, it’s— oh — h — h !— old master, 
between us and the door ! 

Bolt. Zounds ! we are blockaded. Bolt, Bolt, thy 
courage is out. 

Mrs. S. What is the matter, gentlemen ? 

Miss B. You seem uneasy. (Waiter brings in, l. 2 
E., fowl* and a newspaper : he leaves newspaper with Cot- 
ton, and then passes on to the other table , where he placet 
fowls, and exit , l. 2 E.) — Well, I shall lake ofT my cloak 
and bonnet. ( Does to, and hangs them on a chair.) 

Bolt. Egad, as there is no exit, I must e’en make the 
best of iL ‘( Sits down between ladies.) This wing? — a 
slice of * x e breast? &c. 
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Mix. (, Aside .) If I could but puss that old curmudgeon ! 
Egad, I have it — they are all looking at the fowls, far 
more interesting objects than myself. 

{Makes signs to Bolt — slips Miss Brown’s cloak and 
bonnet offehair — retires to back and puts them on.) 

Cot. (Reading.) « Curious case of stealing clothes”— Ura 
— uni — sentence, transportation. 



(Mizzle pastes back of screen.) 
Mm. 8. Mr. Addison is invisible. 

Bolt. Oh, never inind him. 



(Mizzle pastes in front of Cotton, and exit l. 2 e.) 

Cot. \N hat an extraordinary woman ! 11 Mysterious 

disappearance.” 

Bolt. (Horn sounds.) That sounds deuced near the 
window. Help yourselves to the wings, bulics. Cut off 
the wings and they can't fly. 

(Retires back — the Coachman appears at window , r. f.) 

Coach. Any one going? 

(hoLT is in the act of stepping from balcony .) 

Ladies. (Seeing him.) Stop him 1 

(Bolt disappears with Coachman — the Ladies 
throw the screen over Cotton, who gets up and 
beats the Waiters — the Ladies scream.— Scene 
closes.) 



SCENE V. — Chamber . 

Enter Cutaway, r. 

Cut. Truly unfortunate and disagreeable !— my fair one 
tom from me in a manner mo7unfair. Mil K 

«° ne but h °P c ^ what doc hope cy ? 
Something false, a. usual ? The lady love the marvel- 

pu i ?’ 1 !°P c L f crain 'l' "to that Harriet is sent to Mrs 

ei!ttr P i > y *’ r" ^ nel 8 hbour hood ; and that if I could 

th! oM if ,llun ® tru ®i I can learn at the door if 

the old lion be In the den-if the young dove be in her 

H 8 Mr Colton h" d f° I “ AVh * t nam " °* n ^ ukn ?— 1 have 
l0.l, r i h * iceman named Bolt^-Hi call mvself 

ini 1 1 I m Uke him ; 1 ^ver saw him ; so don't 

part of LhT"\? ' p" hapP> ' CIcll “8 c of name— The 
part of Bolt by Mr. Cutaway. (Exit> L . Ui) 
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SCENE VI. 

Room at Mrs. Chargely s. Large Gothic window f opening 

upon lawn. 

Mrs. Chargely discovered fitting, and Bridget 

busied about. 

Mrs. C. Bridget I 

Bridg. Yen, ma’am. 

Mrs. C. Mis* Harriet Cotton, according to the letter 
1 rend to you. must soon Ire here. Heigho T a persecuted 
being, like I was at seventeen. 

Bhido. La, ma’am I 

Mrs. 0. Yes, her love is disapproved of, and she is 
sent here to lx* far from the object of her affections. 
Hoigho ! just my case. 

Bridg. Why, ma'am, I thought the object of your af- 
fections ran away from you. 

Mrs. C. Ahem I It might be so ; but, however, 
Bridget, it came to just the same thiug in the end. My 
fate teaches me mercy. I aro determined to shew every 
kindness to this Harriet, though my letter tells me that 
Mr. Cutaway is dauntless in pursuiug her ; — just my case. 

Drido. On tho contrary, ma'am, your admirer seems 
to have been dauntless in pursuing the opposite direction. 

Mrs. C. Well, I will just go and adjust my head-dress. 
You will shew the young lady every attention if she 
should arrive meanwhile. Heigho ! ’ I dare say her 
delicate heart is in a fine state of palpitation. Just my 
cw- (Exit, k) 

Brido. I wish she would comet I should so like to sec 
a young lady involved in a new adventure, instead of 
hearing an old lady recount a state one. violent ring 
heard at bell.) Bless me ! that is exceedingly like a 
coachman's ring. 

Enter , through Gothic window, Mizzle, in cloak and bonnet , 

Bolt, and Coachman. 

Coach. Yes I yea 1 we shall settle it right enough, I'll 
warrant. 

Miz. (Whisper* to Bolt.) Here's a new row l I 
didn’t want to come here. 

Bolt. (Whispers.) Zounds! there’s no avoiding it. 
Coachec swears he wont stir without the blunt. You, it 
seems, are booked here for some confounded person. We 
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can’t pay he says, “ Walk in, and they’ll pay for you P 
So here we are. 

Coach. Five shillings the lady, and three and sixpence 
the gentleman ; — they are rather short ; will you pay, my 
good girl ? 

Bri do. Oh ! certainly ; eight and sixpence ; here, 
Coachman. ( Gives him money, and exit Coachman, c.) — A 
gentleman, too I It is a new fashion for ladies to bring 
thoir gentlemen with them. (JEW/, l.m.) 

Bolt. Well, what do you think of this? 

M iz. Nothing at all ; it's of a piece with the rest. 
They’ll take us to the station- uuusc soon. We’re in limbo 
here ; admire the garden wall from the window. My 
eye ! what a barricade ! 

Bolt. Oh ! we cun t get out, so we must consider our 
present situation. You evidently were book'd* — 1 was 
only a chance customer ; they set you down here as a 
matter of course — I might have gone on. Devilish odd, 
by-the-by, you crawling into the very coach upon which 
I jump’d. 

Enter Mrs. Ciiahgely, r.h. 

Mrs. C. Oh I my dear, excuse me for keeping you 
waiting ; but I know young Udics love moonlight. 

Mix. Yes, ma'am, like second-pair lodgers, just before 
quarter-day. 

Mr*. C. ( Aside .) Elegant remark ! — But this gentle- 
man ? 

Bolt. Ah, true ! (crones to c.) I dare say you did 
not expect me. How d’ye do? — The fact is — I am this 
young gent — ahem ! — lady's brother — Yes ! 

Mrs. C. Oh ! did you leave all quite well at home? 

Miz. Quite I my mother is particularly well. 

Mrs. C. Why, my dear, your father has been a widower 
these — 

Bolt. Bless you I ho has married again since. One 
calls one’s mother-in-law u mother” you know. 

Miz. The)* both send their compliments, Mrs. 

ahem l 

Mrs. C. Indeed ! my dear young ludy-— your name, 

I believe, is — 

Bolt. Precisely ! 

Mrs. C. Harriet ? 

Miz. You have hit it to a nicety. Don’t you think, 
ma’am, wc might take a turn about the country ? 
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Bolt. Yes I there is a most picturesque ruin of a pump — 
Mrs. C. To-morrow ! — to-morrow ! 



Enter Bridget, l. 



Mr*. C. Oh ! Bridget, you miist provide accommoda- 
tions for the young lady's brother 1 

Bridg. (JPliuvert.) Madam, you have forgotten a 
something — the letter called Miss Harriet un only child. 

Mni. C. ( A tide .) Indeed I an impostor I Oh, 1 see 
through all 1 — the daring Mr. Cutaway 1ms introduced 
himself. — So, sir, you arc the young lady's brother? 

Bolt. Exactly I 

Mil. Did not we tell you so ?— -(A fide.) What makes 
her so d— d particular ? 

Mas. C. Now, sir, you know you are nothing of the 
kind I (Crone* to c.) Miss Harriet has no brother. 

Bolt. Hey, nui'am ? 

Mu. No brother! — (Atide.) Here's a go I — You'll 
allow me to know my own relations? — Oh — li — h! 

Mrs. C. Indeed ! No! I have discovered all. 

Bolt. The devil you have ? Then wo are bowled out. 
Madam, we throw ourselves upon your mercy I 

Miz. Yes ! don't say anything to old Cottou. 

Mrs. C. (Atide.) Old Cotton ! what a respectful 
name to call her father ! — I will not ; 1 am inclined to be 
friendly. I have some influence over him ; — 111 prevail 
on him to pardon all. 

Bolt. Will you though ? Then give us your hand. 
(Taka her hand.) 

Miz. ( Take s other hand.) Yes ! you are a rcgulr r good 
'un ! 



Mrs. C. ( Aside .) A good one ! Her language is not 
particularly romantic. — Nay, more, than that, I think I 
can persuade him to consent to your union. 

Mu. The indy means u partnership. 

Mrs. C. A partnership? — to be sure — for life — mar- 
riage ! 

Bolt. I ll be blowcd if we understand one another, 
now 1 



Mrs. C. Yes ! wc do. — Fie, Miss Cotton ; do you think 
I do not recognise your clandestine lover, Mr. Cutaway ? 
Miz. (Aside.) Cotton ! I old master’s daughter ? 
Bolt. (Aside.) Zounds ! she knows nothing, after 
all. — Yes, ma’am, you’ve hit it. My name is Cutaway. 

Mrs. C. Ha! ha! you confess. You see I was too 
sharp for you ; I found out you were Mr. Cutaway. 
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Bolt. To be sure you did I you are so sharp, ma’am. 
He ! he ! you found out Mr. Cutaway — He ! he ! ha ! 

Enter Bridget, l. 

Bbidg. Please, ma’anl, Mr. Cotton's foreman, Mr. 
Bolt, is here. 

Bolt. He is not ! No ! no ! my name is Cut — Cutaway ! 

.MIL. Mr. Bolt is not here I no, nor Mizzle either ; 
H** P CD ^ cnuu,,i * § Cutaway — my name in Miss 

Brido. But Mr. Bolt is at the ntreet door. 

Bolt, (^/sitfr.) Now who the devil can this be ? 

Mu. (tWiupim.) I say, Bolt, there a’n't two of you. 

Mas. C. Desire Mr. llolt to walk in.— Don't be 
frightened, my young friends, though I guess the cause 
of vour alarm. 

Miz. (A tide.) I’m blcss'd if you do. 

Enter Cota war, l. 

Cut. {Aside.) All right so far 1 — the young lady here, 
and the old boy not here. 

Mrs. C. Come forward, Mr. Bolt; come forward. 
Nobody here, except Mr. CutAw&y. 

Cot. Mr. Cutaway here, Madam ! 

Mrs. C. You start ; I guess the cause of surprise ; — 
yes* and Miss Harriet. 

(Mizzle hides his face by letting veil fall.) 

Cot. {Aside.) Hera, she has got a new cloak by the 

way. 

Mrs. C. But I have not introduced you. ( Grant * l. c.) 
Mr. Bolt, Mr. Cutaway ; Mr. Cutaway, Mr. Bolt. (TTiry 
both bow.) 

Cot. (Aside.) How queer it in to bo introduced to 
one’s self! — I’m beside myself. 

Mil. {HHiispers.) I say, Bolt, how do you like your- 
self? 

Bolt. Not at all I. Curse mo if there isn’t another 
incident. 

Miz. A second me will walk in next. 

Mas. C. How embarrassed they seem — anil I see 
through all : Miss Harriet seems afraid of Mr. Bolt 
seeing her. How well I umjerstand her feelings. 

Enter Bridokt, l. 

Brjdo. Mr. Cotton, ma’am. 
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Bolt, Mizzle, and Cutaway, (Together.) Who ? 

Bui do. Mr. Cotton. 

(Bolt and Cutaway instantly run of through 
Gothic t window, Mizzle, s. h.) 

Mr*. C. Gentlemen ! young lady I what a dispersion ! 
Why, at any rate, Mr. Bolt should vanish — 

Enter Cotton, Harriet, Miss Brown, and Mr*. 

Stitciiley, l. m. 

(Exit Bridget, l.) 

Cot. Ah, Mrs. Chargely, how d'ye do ?— I have 
brought some ladies with me. 

Miu*. C. Happy to sec any of your friends, Mr. Cotton ; 
but one little thing I must say to you, (draws him apa rt } ) 
don't be too severe with your daughter. 

Cot. No, no, madam ; I don't intend it. 

Mrs. C. I have promised to be her friend. 

Cot. Promised, madam ; may I ask to whom ? 

Mrs. C. To herself, to be sure. 

Cot. What 1 have you seen her before ? — Harriet, 
my dear ! 

Har. Yes, papa. 

Mrs. C. This is not your daughter Harriot ? 

Cot. Yes, but it is though \ don't you see the strong 
likeness ? 

Har. Yes, madam ; I am Harriet Cotton. 

Mrs. C. I am petrified! thunderstruck! why, another 
daughter Harriet came here just now, and is here still. 
— Bridget ! 

Enter Bridget, r. with veil . 

BniDO. Please, ma’am, Miss Harriet has bolted herself in 
one of the bed-rooms, and wont open the door. Her veil 
caught against the bnnistcr, ma’am ; here It is. 

Cot. Some impudent impostor, Mrs. Chargoly. 

Mkh.C. And, I’ll confess the truth — (Aside. )n ow are my 
benevolent designs frustrated — Mr. Cutaway M as with her. 

Cot. Daring scoundrel ! 

IIar. The faithless wretch 1 brought a sham mo.— Oil 
papa, papa 1 (Sobs.) 

Cot. I told you what he would turn out. 

Miss B. Mrs. Bridget, I think I heard you. called.— 
Allow me to look at the veil ;• observe, Mm. Stitciiley ! 

Mrs. 8. I do, my dear 1 

MishB. The irontnould, and everything ! Mrr. Chargely, 

o 2 




IS 



A DAY WELL I PENT. 



this veil it mine ; there are thieve* in the house ! — Had 
the lady a silk cloak ? 

Mrs. C. Yes. 

Mrs. S. And a bonnet and feather? 

Mrs. C. Yes. 

Miss B. It is all discovered I — You know we were 
wronged, Mr. Cotton ? 

Cot. (A tide.) Yes, and I know I had to pay for it. 

Miss B. But we will bo righted. — Mrs. Chargely, 
don't let your house be a nest of thieves — send for the 
officers. 

Mrs. C. I will. — Bridget I Bridget! Lock slmm Miss 
Harriet's door ouUido — send for the police ! — Wlmt a 
horrid unromantio adventure. h. »i.) 

Mrs. S. You shall be righted. 

Miss B. I will, indeed: I'll, recover luy cloak — the 
villainy shall be uncloaked. 

( Exeunt Miss B. and Mrs. 8. l. h.) 

Cot. Come along, Harriet ; wo’ll see the end of this. 
To a nice house I seem to have brought you ! A pleasant 
day, we have had,— a day beautifully spent ! 

(Exeunt, L. h.) 

SCENE VII. 

Mrs.Charoely's Garden — r At the back of stage a high wall ; 

to the R- 3 r. part of the house, with door and practicable 

window j — D a rk. 

Enter Bolt, from back , il 

Bolt. Egnd, I’ve succeeded in concealing myself 
among the statues and the shrubs, &c. I wish that wall 
was not so devilish high, and that gate not quito so firmly 
. (listened. I wonder whore Bobby is. 

Miz. (Still in cloak and bonnet , looking out of win- 
dow, r. 3 p.) Charley, is that you ? 

Bolt. Yes j how snug you look, up there ! 

Miz. IIow do you Hkc your day’s pleasure ? 

. Bolt. Amazingly I It fs a spicy sort of plcasuro— 
keeps one awake. I told you we should have something 
to laugh at. 

Miz. Yes, the wrong side of our mouths. If ever I 
do go out with you again ! 

Enter Cutaway, with ladder, l. u. e. Bolt ttept bqvk. 

Cut. Fortune favo on the bold. This is an unexpected 
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prize— found it in the knife room— -and the dear crea- 
ture at yonder window, she shall descend: then well 
over the wall. — By-the-by, I wonder what has become of 
that inefficient representation of myself. — Harriet I 
Miz. Hiiloa I you there 1 
Cut. There she is, beautiful os over. 

Bolt. (Aside.) True,— all cuts are alike iu the dark. 
Cut. Come to the arms of your ever-faithful Cutaway. 
Mi*. You make me blush. 

Cut. I have a ladder, doarcst ; will you descend it? 
Miz. I believe you, I will j— Come, look alive I— put it 
up I 

Cut. Hot overy word inspires confidence. 

Bolt, (Aside.) An unconscious auxiliary. 

Cutaway. (Puts ladder against window , ft. 3 it.) Descend, 
dearest, descend ; and take care of the water-butt do 

not, star as you are, set in the ocean. (Mizzl* descends.) 

Now let's away 1 

Miz. Stay, my bundle! oh, my bundle I 
Cut. What bundle, sweetest ? 

Miz. A bundle I have left; So do you bundle up the 
ladder and get it. 

Cut. Your desire* are commands, lovely one. — She is 
hoarse caught cold, poor thing. (Ascends ladder and 
goes in at window.) 

Bolt. I say, Bob, what did you send him in ihore for ? 
Miz. Why the cursed officers are breaking 'open the 
door. I heard them ; so I gave him for a sop— Ha 1 ha !, 
ha ! 

Bolt. Ha I ha ! ha I poor devil I Now away with the 
ladder to the gardcu wall. (Mizzle plants ladder against 
wall, l.) Now we ll ascend, and drop on the other side. 

Cut. {At window, a.) Harriot 1 Harriet, my love ! I 
can find no bundle. 

Miz. Can’t you? then here is one for you* (Takes' 
of cloak and bonnet— wraps bonnet in cloak, and throbs 
them in window .) 

Cut. A inan 1 duped — cheated ! 

Bolt. Up the ladder, Bobby, my boy 1 
^ Miz. Yes, we are off I— The devil take the hindmost— 
Good by, my own true love. 

Cut. (Feeling about.) The ladder, where U the ladder? 

(A crash is heard in tlx house, as of a door breaking 

(fiber* appear at window'.'*-- Extant over vxdL—Tho 
ladies scream. — Scene closes) 
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SCENE VIII. 



Outside of Shop, — Shop tkui up , with a Coiic n, fer, Ac.;* 
tcriilcn on it . — The shop door to open. — Slog, dark . 

Enter Boit and Mizzle. 



Bolt. Ha! ha! ha I ha! ha! 

Miz. Yea, you may ha ! ha ! ha !— but I don’t nee any. 
thing to ha ! ha I at — No, nor to ho ! ho ! at neither. 
I have done with fun for ever. 

Bolt. Oh ! don’t say no ! we are all right, vou know. 
Have not I got through beautifully? btocred through all 
the winding* and intricacies ? Do you supiKMO a skilful 
coachman would give a fig for a drive on a smooth 

ronu t- No I it i* turning the sharp corner* that dii- 
play* ingenuity. 

Mit. Ah ! but don’t let me be on the box with the 
said ingenious coachman. 

Bolt. To be sure it was luck)* we overtook voting 
Rattle, with his gig ; — if he had not given us a lift, wc 
should not have been home till breakfast time. 

Mil. No i— and master would. A pretty figure wc 

should have cut, if we’d arrived in time to find him opening 
the shutters. r-y— & 



• 5° L T* We l! P* 11 g° (ft*!* hit pockei.) Here 
is the key — No . curse it, there is not ! — nor in this 
pocket I —-nor in that I-Bobbv, did I give you the key ? 
Miz. No I (Jetting.) No — i have not got it! 

Bolt. The deuce! then wc have 

Mil. No ! you are not going to say the key is lost ? 
don t say so ! 



Bolt. It is though, whether I say so or not ; and now 
remember, I heard something chink on the ground, 
when I jumped off the wall. 

Miz. Oh . what a devil of chink that was ! 

Bolt. It's confoundedly awkward ! 

Miz. It i* ? I like that ! you were confoundedly awk- 
ward, you mean. Why did not you do as I do when 1 

carry money ? put it in my breeches pocket, and tie pack- 
thread round. 1 



.Bolt. Hal ha! ha! Don’t K* down-hearted Bobby— 
here w a third adventure ; — iL will have an end. But 
give me tune, my boy, and I’ll get through anything. 
W,I# Then if you could get through that lev hole, it 
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would be the best exercise for your ingenuity. ( Rain 
heard.) Gad it is coming on to nun like the very deuce I 
Bolt . Her* 4 is a shelter ; well get in here. 

Miz. 1 ea ! and we shall soon have the pleasure of 
seeing Old Cotton let himself in. Crikey I what a well- 
spent day I (Retire, 2 l.h.) 

Enter Sam Newgate, R.H., followed by Peter Prig— 
they art dressed in larye yreat coats — Newgate has a 
lantern in hit hand — the heads gf two pistols art just teen 
one from each pocket — Prig has in his hona a black 
mask . 

New. Come along, man ; don't crawl! 

Prig. 1 don't like it a bit. 

New. Pshaw ! you re not half a fellow, — you're a 
humbug, Peter. 

Bolt. What two respectable individuals. 

Miz. Ah ! yon and I may look like them, if wc take 
many more holidays. 

New. The streets arc clear. — So you were old Colton’s 
foreman ? 

Prig. Yes, sure ! I was, some time ago ! 

Mix. Ah ! Cotton s foremen arc always pretty blossoms. 
New. And you left this sarin? old Cotton ? 

Frio. He made me leave, on account of a little exercise 
of my ingenuity. But you see I was down upon him. 

New. What by taking the impression of the street- 
door key in wax ?— But why the devil did you not go in 
before? . 

Prig, (.os I had not the pluck ; when I met with you, 

1 was inspired. . 

Mix. I say, a'n't you fly ? 

Bolt. Oh, yes, I ra awake f 

New. Don t look »o frightened, man ; I have a bull- 
dog in each pocket {Shewing pistols.) * 

Mix. Sanguinary wretch ! Don't let him see you, Char- 
ley — he'll blow out the few brains wo have in no time. 

New. {Opening door with key.) Here, the door is open ; 
follow quick — good examples should always be followed. 

{Exit through door.) 
Puia. 1 m Mess d if I like it Oh — h I I must put on 
the mask ; ( does so / ) old Cotton knows my good-looking 
face a« well as his own : if he caught a glimpse of me, I 
should be caught too. 

(Bolt rushes on him , and throws him down.) 
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if von T H„S y 7 m >' cb cken 5 think yourself lucky 
it you don t get your neck twisted. * 

Miz. Braro, Charley I I’ll stand and see fair play.— 

°"' 1 “ me “ d "" —• 

Bo! T tk Bir ’ 1 ala ve 7 unwilIin P t" be harged. 

as I Li TheD ’ 7°®, WOrth) ' characU ' r - off that mask, 
as I hare unmasked you— take off that creat coat. J 

f w»r-«.d jo»r ^ b.1^ 

Decause, 1 want it— and now take yourself off. 
already! ’ y “ 1 " ” form '~ l feel 11 change 

Mis Wk (n r j re "*Y p * ,0 ’» flWUs.) ** 
now ? y ’ 5 ’’ ’ V ‘‘ Bt 1110 deucc •« you doing 

Bolt. Disguising myself as a thief. 

Miz. I have not the slightest doubt of your bcin* able 
to support the character. But whv ? ^ 

w°y- T ° .'7 a,k aftcr ‘bat respectable gentleman. 

M. I shall not follow-better be sunt home than "hot. 
Bolt. There will be two of us. 

Ml*. ^ es, and he has two pistols— can blow out our 

Bo[r ISST ^vantageous. 

Holt. (Feeling pocket,.) There are no weapons in 
th«e pockets. You had better follow. P 

New. (fVithin.) Where the deril are you ? 

Miz. No I sha’n’t. 

New (Come, to door.) Come along, thick-headed snail I 

^ d ° y °“ mC ' Ah ’ d °"’‘ k °°W 
^ , {Exit through door.) 

Miz. [Come, forward.) Egad, there's one dbance^-- 

Mhen master goes home, that fellow may shoot him 
through the head— he can't find me out— that would be 

-r{ ,o,v,r^T! r r r " l,oui ' 1 “" r d ««* "lo , , 

D« F#J 



SCENE IX. 

Chamber, laye cupboard in centre.— Newgate and Bolt 

,*r* • *• ** 

bl t* Ue about > l you'll sec twice as 
"ell if you take thAt mask off. 
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Bolt. (Aside.) My head would follow, I'm thinking. 

No, I can gee. & 

New. That’s right. There go the spoons — there’s the 
salver — there 0 the god -papa's mug. 

Bolt. Yes, we are in for the plate. 

New. Ho, ho ! you call that a joke? 

Bolt. (Aside.) More than I do anything else. If I 
am caught with this fellow, I shall be hanged ; and if I 
move, I shall be shot. 

Nrw. Don’t mumble, but pack, pack I 

Enter Cutaway, Harriet, Cotton, Miss Brown, 
and Mrs. Stitcmley, l. h. 

Cot. My dear Mr. Cutaway, you should have explained 
to me you were the son of the great bobbin-maker, and my 
ideas on the subject would have been very different.— Come, 
ladies, if you can find your way in the dark. I have just 
discharged my servants, and ani forced to wait on myself. 

t (Goes to closet, p.h. for match-box , #c.) 
New. There’s some one in the room — we are in the 
wrong box. Put up that cup ! 

Bolt. Ah, I think we have taken a cup too much. 
New. Its h! 1 up— we are floored. There they are- 
damn it, take this bull-dog — defend yourself. 

„ „ „ (Gives Bolt a pistol.) 

Bolt. So I will. ( Holds it at Nbwoate's head, and 
throws off mask.) Hollo ! thieves I house I ho ! 

(Mizzle enters l. with candle — stage light.) 
Cot. What the devil ! — Why, Bolt ! 

Bolt. How d’ye do, sir? 

Cot. And this gentleman ? 

Bolt. Came to lighten you of your odd moveables, 

to fork out your knives, and dish your plates. 

Cot. Give, me your hand, Bolt; you're a fine fellow ! 
New. Bolt, they call him ; I wish that Bolt was shot 

(They put Nrwoate in cupboard , c.) 
Cut. 1 think 1 have seen your face before, sir ? 

Bolt. You have ; but pray don’t mention — don’t bear 
malice. 

M iss B. That face, too ! oh, horror ! 

Cot. This is my foreman, ladies, Mr. Bolt, whom, for 
his valuable services, I intend instantly to take into part- 
nership. 

Miss B. (To Cotton.) Sir! sir! 
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Bolt. Ahem I — There i a one thing I have not con- 
fess’d ; I mean, sir, my passion for this lady. 

Mu. Wonderful ! 

Miss B. How ! 

Bolt. (Runs to her } and whispers .) Say nothing, and 
you shall be my real wife. — Sir, you will consent to our 
union ? — (Aside.) It’s a horrid plunge, but I can't help it 

Miz. (Aside,) Egad, this is jumping from the frying- 
pan into the fire. 1 hope the old woman won't be look- 
ing after me. 

Cot. (Takes Mrs. Stitciilf.y's hand.) This, Harriet, 
will be your mothor-in-law. 

Miz. (Aside.) A lucky escape I 

Har. Then, pupa, there will be three weddings. 

Cut. Yos, we can give away one another. 

Miz, While Mr, Addison is content with merely being 
a spectator. * 

Cot, Come, this troublesome day’s work is well over. 
You have some time had my forgiveness, Harriet ; I 
wish not to say anything unpleasant — but wdien I contrast 
your conduct with that of these two excellent young 
men 

Bolt. Oh, sir, we have done but our duty. — Come 
forward, Bobby. — I repeat it, our duty : our duty is to 
amuse these laidies and gentlemen, — and if anything wc 
have done has contributed to that desirable end, we cer- 
tainly think our 44 Day has been well Spent.' 1 



TIIK END. 



S»rlll, Prtntrr, tk. Martin's Lane, CIiuxIuk Croaa. 




